One, with star-blossomed champak wreathed, woos him to

rest his head

On the dark pillow of her breast so tenderly outspread;
And o'er his brow with roses blown she fans a fragrance rare.
That falls on the enchanted sense like rain in thirsty air,
White the company of damsels wave many an odorous spray.
And Krishna, laughing, toying, sighs the soft Spring way
Another, gazing in his face, sits wistfully apart,
Searching it with those looks of love that leap from heart to

heart

Her eyes - afire with shy desire, veiled by their lashes black.
Speak so that Krishna cannot choose but send the message

back,

In the company of damsels whose bright eyes in a ring
Shine round him with soft meanings in the merry light of

Spring.

The third one of that dazzling band of dwellers in the wood-
Body and bosom panting with the pulse of youthful blood-
Leans over him, as in his ear a lightsome thing to speak,
And then with leaf-soft lip imprints a kiss below his cheek;
A kiss that thrills, and Krishna turns at the silken touch
To give it back - ah, Radhal forgetting thee too much.

G:There, Beloved, is your Hari, lost to everything

In His blissful innocence where masds dance in a ring!

Lo one Gopi cleaves to hari's form
Burning with love and filled with bliss,
Closely folding Him upon her breast,
Heavy with grace, she steals a kiss:

Gaily she sings in soaring notes to share
The swelling rapture of His lilting air.

See, a second maiden stands agaze;
Restlessly roving are her eyes

Lost in joyous ecstasies of love-
Broken, her hold upon them dies;
Moveless, her heart dwells in his flower-face;
Her Madhusudana floods her with His grace.

Playfully another beauty goes
Close to His satin cheek, as though
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